The little jailer turned a paler yellow.
'But how shall I explain?' he wailed.
'Say I commanded it/ I-wan said. 'Say that I person/
ally am responsible.*                                                  /
While this was going on the young man came and stood
at the door, his square strong face unmoved, but his eyes
brilliant and watchful.
*Oh, heaven!* the jailer wailed, 'Oh, mercy!'
But {-wan snatched the keys from his hand and himself
opened the gate while the jailer moaned and pulled his
own hair.
'You can say you know nothing about it,' I-wan said,
and held the door with his body and his foot only wide
enough for the young man, who came out at once and
stoo$ waiting. Then I-wan locked the gate again and
gave the key back to the jailer, and he touched the young
man on the arm and they walked away together, while
behind them the dirty and cowed faces of the prisoners
pressed against the bars.
The two young men did not speak until they had
climbed into the old horse carriage which the jailer called.
'I hope, sir,* he begged of I-wan, 'that you will remem-
ber my plight if I am asked------*
'Let me know/ I-wan said curtly, and gave the horse
driver the number of his father's house.
They were already in the carriage, but at this the young
man turned to him.
*You must know I cannot go there/
'Why not?* I-wan asked.
*I am really a revolutionist/ the young man declared,
smiling curiously.
*Are you?5 I-wan asked. 'But I have always wanted to
find one.*
'There are plenty of us in the university/ the young
man said lightly. And then before I-wan could stop him,
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